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ffif mo a"hand,"ho said. "Twill go to
painting' again-- "

"Ohl how can you talk of it so coolly!"
cho exclaimed "with heartfelt solemnity
and oven "with horror. "Don't you know
that what you havo dono today is very
wicked? Forgive mel" she added in-
stantly, remembering how miserable he
had been, and looking with pity at his
wasted face. By tho way, she talked
very little of her Johnsoneso to this
man; for in tho first place, sho sup-
posed, that he, being a foreigner, might
not understand it; and secondly, she had
to bo eo earnest with him that only the
simplest words seemed suitable.

"What could I do?" ho asked. "A
gentleman may not po a peggar. s,

I was not a bainter at home. Mein
fadcrs were to make of mo a panker.
Bainting was merely my fancy. I had no
hope of success in it. What could I do?"

"Will you promise to come to take
breakfast with me?"

"I bromise upon my honor."
"Remember, now upon your honor!

Good night."
Ho took her hand, and before sho could

guess what he meant to do, he kissed it.
Notwithstanding the perfect simplicity
of his manner, notwithstanding .that tho
action was obviously a mere expression of
civility and gratitude, Janet Holciim,
who had never beforo had her hand
kissed, blushed again unSil it seemed to
her that her hair was turning scarlet.
Without noticing her confusion, this
raggpd gentleman said sweetly "Good
night," and bowed himself out of tho
room.

From this good night forward Janet
was burdened and blessed with another
labor of love. Sho had a suicide to

a soul without hopo to fill with
hope; a man without work to provide
with work; a lover of lager to satisfy
with black tea; a brand to snatch from
nil sorts of burnings. It was not only a
heavy load to carry, but a delicate ono to
handle. Iler orphan, as sho soon began
to call him, must not eat in her room for
fear of Mrs. Grundy. Sho must content
herself with letting litei go to cheap res-
taurants for liis dinner, and with occasion
ally carrying him a cup of tea to wash
down tho dry bread which sho know
was his only supper. As for converse,
sho firmly invited him to see her every
Sunday evening; sho sometimes dropped
into his den to look at his work and
cheer him on with it; oftener still, sho
took a walk with him in tho hall or an
evening promenade in tho streets.

Sho was proud of herself, and yet
ashamed of herself. It struck her as al-

most indelicato that she should support a
tnan, especially a young and handsome one.
Moreover, her labor ot lovo was a fearful
expense, compared with her small income.
Sho was soon obliged to draw on her sav-
ings bank deposit, and that had always
been kept in a consumptive state by tho
needs of her girl cousin. At first sho
thought of getting up a subscription for
her painter, or of interesting some rich
school committeeman in his behalf; but
very shortly sho took such a fancy to him
that sho did not want any ono else to earn
a claim to his gratitude; and so sho went
on paying out her savings for his necessi-
ties. When winter arrived and fuel must
be had, 6ho bought it for him, although
ho tried to do without. Next camo un
overcoat and a pair of mittens and somo
heavy underclothing, becauso sho could
not bear to seo him walldng tho streets
with a red uoso and fingers. It was in
vain for him to refuso; sho absolutely
forced him to take

Meantime small profits from his brush.
Tho picturo which sho had thought per-
fect realh" had but five or six days' work
upon it, and needed a month more. And
when it was dono it brought only 2o. It
was of no uso for her to scold tho picturo
dealer for his sharpness, and to endeavor
to inovo his pitv by telling him tho talo
of tho German's poverty. Tho man of
art replied that it was not a known naino;
that paintings sold in tho American
market mainly by force of reputation;
that ho had his own living to make, and ,

that sho might tako tho money or leavo it.
"If ho can do a figure picturo, and do it

first rate," said this rational monster, "I
can be moro liberal with him. There aro
eo many landscapes! Every American
artist can make landscapes." j

On this hint Ernst commenced a figuro
picture. It was his forto; ho had simply
tried .a landscapo becauso ho had judged
that to bo tho favorite genro in America; j

ho had known that ho could not hopo to
excel in it. A beautiful group was soon
sketched, representing a sceno from King
Philip's war, tho interior of a cabin,
lighted by its own flames, a beautiful girl
In tho grasp of Wampauong warriors, a
father and brother struggling manfully
against her captors, and in tho near back- -

ground, faintly seen through the shat- -

tercd door, a coming relief of Puritan
riders. Janet Holcum, tho patriotic Kew
Englander, was delighted with what sho
thought already a perfect success, and
wanted to sell tho group as it was.

' 'No, " j udged Ernst. ' 'I cannot avvord
to wasto virst impressions. This is tho
most divvicult" bart of tho bainting,
though tho quickest. But it will need a
long time tomako it goot enough. It will
need all winter," ho concluded, with a
pitcously apologetical glanco at Janet.

"Go on," sho said, flushing with tho
noblo heart beat of self sacrifico as sho
caught sight of this muto appeal. "This
time I know you will triumph. Wo can
livo till it is done."

"Ilcavcn pless you!" ho replied, talcing
her hand and kissing it by force. "You
aro tho noplest woman upon tho earth."

Tho kiss and the praise brought a deeper
blush than ono often sees on such a pale,
sallow faco as that of Janet. For wo must
como now to a weighty secret; wo must
mako an avowal which is almost tragic.
2s ot content with dowering this poor
stranger with her worldly wealth, Janet
Lad already begun to givo him tho treas- -

urcs which sho had received direct from
heaven. All tho lovo which lies hidden
in tho heart of a good and puro old maid,
all tho vast abyss of sensibility which ex-
ists in a feminine naturo that h.ts
found no natural outlet, had in her
caso been stirred to tho profoundeC.t
depths by tho penniless, friendless,
handsome, clover vouth whom she had
baved from death. Useless to struggle i

against tho infatuation; it had com- -

tnenced too insidiously, as mere human- -

Ity; then it hud crept "on too slyly, in the
guiso of mere chanty. Oh, how 'cunning
it had been! All at onco thero was a
flaminr transformation, and sho found
herself the victim of a first passion, as
much in love as if sho wcro a young girl.

Resist? Sho tried in vain, to do so.
Run away? Sho could not give up her po-
sition, lest sho should thereby fail to
complete her cousin's education, and leavo
him to starve. Once moro. self sacrifice;
though all her lifo had been a self sacri-
fice, she must go on with it; sho must
lovo and suffer and bo silent. And so tho
mischief proceeded at a terrible rate, for
every day added to its magnitude. What
niado things worso was that Ernst was
nobly conscious of his obligations, and
profuso in thanks, in praises, in tho most
delicate and charming attentions. If ho
met her on tho street betook his hat en-
tirely off his comely head and saluted her
as school ma'ams aro not always saluted.
If ha walked with her ho had tho air of
escorting a duchess. Ho would leavo his
beautiful labor at any moment to greet
her return to tho house with a smSo or
to run on her errands. His whole deport-
ment toward her was a continual burning
of incense.

Sho had never beforo known such a fin-

ished gentleman: more than thatsho had
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never met a sweeter and liner nature.
Sho comprehended at last that even his
attempted suicide was a proof of his high
self respect and sense of honor, inasmuch
as it was an effort to escape from tho
degradation of living by incurring debts
which he could not discharge. That stoi-
cal declaration, "If I could haf baid my
room rent I would haf gone on another
month," seemed to her now something
like a patent of nobility. Unaware
of her own grandeur of character,
she worshiped his grandeur of character.
Finally, she worshiped his genius, which
had begun to show her the universe of
glory that there is in art, and which was
able to seize ideas scarcely perceptible to
her unpracticed esthetic vision, and placo
them before her in tho resurrection robes
of drawing and color.

Ah well! sho was desperately in love
with him, and she could not help admit-
ting it to her accusing conscience, and
could not put aside tho scornful finger of
her sense of womanly shame. But did ho
know it? As yet she was sufficiently her-
self to hope that ho did not. Although
sho could not meet him without feeling a
blush run through her whole face, al-

though his praises and tho touch of his
hand made her tremblo from head to foot,
sho trusted that sho was Jceeping her fiery
secret. And so she was: a young man
does not easily suspect that a woman thir-
teen years his enior has a passion for
him; and if Ernst noticed her tremors
and changes of color, ho imputed them to
woman delicacy and Puritan shyness.
While Janet, locked in her own room, was
looking in tho glass at her pale face, high
cheek bones, square jaws, straight mouth,
and incipient wrinkles, while sho was
wishing with both tears and shamo that
all that supportable plainness were beauty
and youth, he, steadily at work, did not
think, of her at all, or only thought of her
as his "goot vnend. His handsome
countenance, now pink and white in color
as well as classic in outline, was not shad-
owed by tho slightest cloud from tho fires
of love, unless indeed he remembered now
and then his lost jungfrau in faderland.

About the timo that "Tho Rescue" (as
Janet christened tho sccno from Philip's
war) reached its finishing point, Ernst
encountered an American artist named
Stanley. Stanley was a portrait painter
in high fashion, who made G,000 a year
and spent it all on himself and some poor
relations, loo generous and soft hearted
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to save monev, he wanted to study in tho
mllories of Europe without ever bavins the
first spare dollar for the voyage, andtalked
of launching into genro pictures or "high
art without ever being afolo to give up
his pot boiling labor in kit-kat- Tho re-

sult of this existence, acting upon this
kindly spirit, was that while Stanley
envied tho chances of more lamous art-
ists, ho honestly admired their produc-
tions.

Meeting Ernst at tho Academy, he fell
into chanco conversation with him, liked
his naivo and badly pronounced but judi-
cious criticisms, went with him to his
lodgings and fell in lovo with "Tho Res-
cue." His florid faco flushed crimson
with enthusiasm as ho exclaimed: "By
Jovel you aro on tho road. to tame. You
needn't havo apologized for your room.
This picturo furnishes it like a palace. I
wish I was a poor devil. I wish I could
livo in this btylo and try to do something
good. But I can't. I must dress in a
certain way and go to certain parties and
live in a certain quarter. If I didn't I
should lose my run among certain people.
And then," he added, as he thought of his
mother and aunt, "then there would bo
trouble."

Thenceforward Stanley camo often to
Ernst's room to watch the progress of
"Tho Rescue" and to tell him that it was
suro of success. It was not long, cither,
beforo ho gavo tho young German another
btartling piece of information.

"That old girl downstairs is in lovo with
you,"' he said.
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"That old girl down stairs is in love icitli
you."

"What old curl?" asked Ernst, staring
with tho calm innocence of a child.

"Miss Holcum."
"I hopo you are misdaken," replied the

German, gravely and almost solemnly, as
if he alrcidy perceived an awful duty be-

fore him.
"I should think you might sco it,"

grinned Stanley, "I saw it the first even-
ing wo called on her. It was plain enugh
today when sho traveled up here to look
at the picturo. She can't como near you
without coloring and shaking."

Ernst became still moro solemn, and
was ovidently in profound thought.

"You must bo careful and not triflo
with her young affections," Stanley con
tiuued, with a rather hard hearted smile,
such as wo accord to tho heart troubles
of old maids.

"I shall not dryvla with them," replied
Ernst, with a scrioniness which silenced
tho American.

During Stanley's next visit Ernst said
to him:- - "I havo pcen teeing for myself,
und I peliove you aro right."

"Right? Oh, about the shadow?"
"No. Apout Miss Chanet Ilolcum. 1

pelievo sho is in lovo with me."
"Well, what aro you going to do?"

laughed Stanley.
"I haf put ono thing to do. If she

wish to marry me, I must marry her. I
owe her my life. I owe her this picture,
which you say is goot. I haf lived on
her money. As a man of honor I must
sacrifico myself to her; that is, if she
wishes it. What olso can I do?"

"Good Lord! don't bo a fool," remon- -

strated Stanley. You don't lovo her,
of course.

"1 haf tho very highest resbect for her.
Sho is an atmirablo woman."

"Yes. I know. I supposo so. But
this is carrving respect and gratitude a
littlo too far. Sho is twelve or fifteen
vears older than you. You could not bo
happy with her. Come now! don't be
hasty."

"I will not be hasty. It all debends on
whether sho lofes me a great teal. Wo
will see."

When Ernst, convinced that Janet
"lofed him a great teal," felt himself
bound to declare an affection for her and
ask her to be his wife, the poor, lonely,
hitherto unloved girl was fairly broken
down bv tho revelation. Sho burst into
tears, threw herself on her old, hard sofa,
buried her faco in tho threadbare cushion,
and sobbed out a spasm of mingled joy
and terror.

"Oh! can this bo tree?" sho finally
burst forth, when sho becamo conscious
of his hand in hers. "Is it true?' sho
demanded, sitting up and looking eacerly
at him. "If it isn't, tako it back. Don't
tell it me any more It would kill me
to find out it isn'r true; oh, it would kill
me."

"It is endirely drue, my tear Chanet,"
was tho adorable falsehood of tho chival-
rous German. "I owo all to von. My
Ufe will not pay tho debt. Bus 1 do cat

insist upon marnago excebt wnen you
wish it. You must chudge for yourself
when it will bo brudent."

At this moment Janet caught & view of
herself in her mirror. Flushed with joy
and love, she looked almost handsome,
and it seemed to her for a moment that
she was young and desirable. Drawn by
Ernst's pitying embrace, she believed that
it was tho embrace of affection, and sho
let her head fall upon his shoulder with
tho words, "Oh, my darlingl"

Henceforward they wero engaged,
though when they would bo married
neither of them could say, not even tho
old and wise (only half wise) Janet. With
her, lifo was a delicious dream, forgetful
altogether of the hard past and careless
often of tho doubtful future. With him,
lifo was a point of honor and of duty, an
obedience to self respect and a rendering
of obligations. His ways were natur-
ally so caressing, and ho was so conscien-
tiously assiduous in his attentions to her,
that ho thoroughly deceived even tho
suspiciousness of her humblo and shy
nature. In tho main she believed en-

tirely in his affection, amazing as tho ac-

quisition seemed to her, and much as sho
doubted her worthiness of it. It is quite
possible that thero was not at that timo
in New York a happier woman than this
almost penniless old maid, betrotned to a
young artist who was encumbered with
debts, and who did not lovo her. Such
aro the joys of this world: half of them,
at least, delusions; tho other half transi-
tory.

At last "The Rescue" was sold. Stan-
ley went with Ernst to tho picturo deal-

er's; demanded, with much pomp of man-
ner, a private audience; exposed tho can-

vas in tho test light, and asked 300
for it.

"It is worth it," confessed Mr. Moineau.
"Only thero is no name. If you would
put your namo to it, Mr. Stanley?"

"Mine! I am only a portrait painter."
"Yes. But you aro known. It would

sell the picture."
"Gif him tho name," interposed Ernst,

with the eagerness of a beggar grasping
at alms.

"It's a downright swindle," said tho gen-
erous American. "I couldn't do such a
group to savo my life. I won't tako
the credit of it."

"Both nanies?" suggested tho dealer in
genius.

It was agreed to; tho picture went on
tho market as the joint production of
Stanley and JJartmann. Tho latter, per-
fectly satisfied, and indeed overjoyed,
pocketed tho 300; tho former, in spito
of his private disclaimers, pocketed some-

thing considerable In tho v.ay of glory.
At Ernst's request Janet Holcum had

kej)t a strict account of her expenses in
his behalf; and although ho had used
sharp economy, tho balance against him
amounted to On reaching home,
ho went to her room, gavo her a smilo of
childliko joy in responso to her smile of
anxiety, and tossed the sum of his earn-
ings into her lap. Instead of hailing his
good fortune with gladness, sho seemed
to shrink from tho money, laid it coldly
on a table, roso to her feet with a palo
faco, and said in a strange voice, "Well
you aro free."

"No, my tear Chanet," ho replied. "I
am your slave."

"That is not what I want," sho stam-
mered, trembling visibly. "I cannot sub-

mit to any such understanding. Mr.
Hartmann, it is my duty to tender you
your liberty."

"My tariing Chanet, what does this
mean?" asked Ernst, putting his arm
around her waist and drawing iier to him.

"My self respect impels mo to it," sho
said, beginning to cry. "I fear that you
proposed to mo out of a senso of obliga-
tion. The obligation is now canceled. It
was weak in mo to accept you. I must
mako amends for it. Indeed, indeed I
mu'jt you aro free."

Tho rentlcst caresses, tho sweetest pro
testations answered her and overwhelmed
her faintin"- resolution. After a minute,
and a very littlo minute it was, too, sho
could not help letting her head go on his
shoulder and sobbing out: "Oh! can I
believe you? You mako mo so perfectly
happy that I must bolievo you. Oh, you
aro my life, my all. I worship you."

For a week or moro this sunshino of
confidence and joy shono through an un-
clouded heart. Sho loved her man her
first man, remember gathered late in her
maying with a sort of doublo affection

the lovo of a betrothed and of a mother.
And becauso he returned it, or rather

sho believed that ho did, sho felt
that sho owed him a lifo of gratitude,
ndonior nlKriirnce. ovnrv cn.t sen-
timent ana every good work. Sho
was amazingly influenced by him;
ono might almost say, revolutionized. A
testotalor, believing twit the wine rec-
ommended by Paul to Timothy was not
intoxicating, and that all drinkers of alo
and cider deserved tho names of tipplers
and guzzlers, sho found nothing hateful
now in tho smell of lager. A hater of
tobacco, she filled Ernst's pipe. An ad-

mirer of Johnsonian diction, sho talked to
him like a little child. There is no know-
ing whither this youth might not have
carried this mature woman. Sho was in-

fatuated. From ono point of view, it
was laughable; from another, it was beau-

tiful and pathetic.
It is not in tho natuio of things that a

woman of 3S, who is engaged to a hand-som- o

man of 2o, should remain always
calmly suro of her conquest. An event
was approaching which was destined to
cast upon this happy heart a shadow of
uneasiness. As Janet sat, ono holiday
afternoon, beside hex Ernst, watching tho
growth of meaning and beauty under his
pencil, sho said to him abruptly, "My
littlo cousin will bo hero soon."

"So?" replied tho painter without stop-
ping his work. "I must get her a bres-en- t;

shall it pe a toll?"
"A doll! She wouldn't thank you. Sho

is 19 years old."
"So!" exclaimed Ernst, looking up in

surprise "Then sho cannot po fery
tittle."

"1 havo got her a situation in my
school. She has finished her education
and must begin to earn her living."

"That is goot," smiled tho artist. "Wc
will mako one family."

"My darling, I wanted to tell you"
hesitated Janet. "Wo must say nothing
about our engagement for tho present.
That is, I would rather you would not, if
it makes no difference to you."

"Why?" asked tho painter, stopping his
work and staring at her in surprise.

"Because," stammeredand blushed this
engaged old maid "becauso I am
ashamed. Not of you! Oh no, dearest.
But sho will think-i- t so queer. And then
it may never come to anything we aro so
poor. At least it may bo a long timo
hrst. Well, until our way is a little more
clear beforo us, I would rather the en-

gagement should bo kept a secret. You
aro not annoyed, are you, Ernst?"

"No," replied Ernsc, calmly, not under-
standing too well, and not caring quite
enough.

"Well," continued the shy and fastidi-
ous Janet, "then It shall bo so. We will
tw just good friends In the. oyes of Nellio
until until it shall seem best to let her ,

know."
On the morrow arrived Nellio Fisher, a

plump, lively, laughing littlo blonde, with
eyes of a deep turuois bine, hair of the
lightest and flossiest flaxen, a face some--
what bread and nose somewhat fhort,
beautiful in the German peasant style,
but undeniably beautiful. Ernst, who
was present at the meeting of tho two ,

cousins, glanced at tho visitor so fre-

quently and with an expression so full of
mysterious meaning, that Janet's interest
was aroused. At tho first chance for an
asido she said to him, "Well, what do
you think of her!"

"Sho looks liko the one in Chermasy,"
h jealiecL. left- - ia 7nfvTnt'"r' hi vfts
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both "tender and somber, lus eoulInotEer
years and lands.

Janet turned pale.
Does the reader divine what she fore-

saw?
Well, it happened.
Ernst's heart was empty. Janet did

not inhabit it; had not even entered
into it. Tho unnamed girl whom he had
loved in Prussia had by heroic efforts
been so far expelled from it that he did

j not desiro ever again to seo nor. Uut
i her former residence there had so molded
j tho abode that any one who resembled
( her could seize upon it, occupy it, and fill
it. What now happened to the young
man was apparently love at nrst sight,
but was really no moro than tho trans-
ferring of an "old lovo to anew object. A
week after he first met Nellie Fisher the

j thought of her could fill him with deli
cious reveries, while tne tnougnt ot nis
troth plight to Janet Holcum was suffi-

cient to make him meditate once more
upon suicide.

And tho girl? He and she met every
day, and two or threo times a day. In.
Bpitc of his conscientious efforts to con
trol nimseir, tnere was in nis manner to-
ward her a tenderness, which,
bv his beautv, his graceful address, and
tho glamour of his artistic ability, could
not but move tho heart of a child of 19,
who had never hoped for so fine an ad-

mirer. In a little while Nellie began to
flutter at sight of him, and to pet him in

j spite of her flutterings.
I "Isn't he charming?" sho said to her
cousin.
"" "Do you think so?"' replied Janet, half

I gratified and half anxious.
"I really like his accent cow. I thought

it ridiculous at first."
So did I

"What does sho mean? queried Nellie,
marveling at this dryness and brevity,

un, l supposo l linow. no is poor, ana
I am poor, and we mustn't flirt. Well

I supposo wo mustn't."
Sho went to the glass, looked at her

lily skin, wished her nose were longer,
arranged her flaxen hair, and wondered
whether he liked her.

"Do you know how you could flatter
me? sho said beforo long to jnst.

"How?" he asked coolly, for sho tempt- -

;d him in a distressing manner, and ho
felt that ho must allow himself " no ex-
pansion.

yjixi you uon b uu o u uu ii, sut ic- -

plied, with a little sunny pout which sho
bad and which was irresistible

"I am suro I wish to bleaso you," he
said, unable to bear her. pout. "How can
I flatter you?"

"You could put mo into ono of your
pictures."

"I should bo charmed to do it," ad-

mitted tho over tempted artist.
Tho next day' tho two women beheld

Nellio's bewitching face, drawn and col-

ored with all tho fervor of an art which
loves, smiling from Ernst's canvas. Tho
younger blushed and bridled Avith joy to
seo herself thero and so beautiful; the
elder wore a fixed, mechanical smilo, and
said repeatedly, "What an excellent like-

ness!"
Ho had never put Janet's faco into his

creations. Sho did not blamo him for
that; sho believed that he could do noth-
ing ugreeablo with it; she surveyed her-
self in tho glass and sighed, "I am so
ugly!" But to seo Nollio on that easel,
painted by his hand and painted so well,
it was driving a dagger into her beating

j heart.
That very day Ernst, in a fit of noblo

raorso and. self sacrifice, said to Janet
in private, "I wish you would let mo in-
form Nellie of our troth plight. I think
it would

She grew so faint, under tho terrible
revelation which ho had unintentionally
made, that for a moment sho could not
answer him; and even when sho'spoke, It
wa3 only to ask for delay.

"Stop!" sho caid. pressinr her ha.da
I upon her eyes. "Let mo think. I must

consider this."
He offered to slide his arm around her

waist in his usual caressing style; but
sho gently stopped him, looked earnestly
in his face, smiled with an unspeakablo
pit eousness, and gently glided away; her
whole maimer saying, "Ah, my darling!
you don't wish to do it, and why do you
do it?"

"Is it possible that cho gomprohends
me?" thought Ernst, folding his arms and
shaking his head with tho air of a man
who is trying to stand firm against him-

self. He appreciated fully the self abne-

gation and heroism of Janet's character;
ho knew that if he onco confessed to her
that lie did not lovo her, she would in-

stantly free him from his engagement;
and thero was tho imago of Nellie plead-
ing with him for his sake, if not for hers
also, to mako tho confession. Ho shook
his head and set his teeth until ho had
faced down tho temptation, and had de-

cided that, whether Janet permitted it or
not, he would inform her cousin of tho
betrothal.

But during tho day, while superintend-
ing her classes with her usual conscien-
tious thoroughness, Mis3 Holcum also
came to a decision. On reaching home in
tho afternoon sho sent Nellio out on somo
distant errand, and then walked slowly
up to Ernst's room.

"My tear Chanet! I am so glad to seo
you!" ho said, coming towards her with
extended hands and his sweetest smile.
"My poor child, vou look tired," ho added,
glancing pityingly at her unusually palo
face. "There, sit down, und take somo
rebosc. Do vou seo my bicture? I have
mado some changes."

Raising her patient eyes to tho canvas.
Janet perceived that tho portrait of Nellie
had been so altered as to be no longer
recognizable. Throbbing with admiration
for this man, who could divine her heart
so perfectly, and who could do what must
havo been hateful to him at the mere bid-

ding of his sensitive conscience, sho rose
up with suddenly flushed cheeks, seized
both his hands, printed one hot kiss on
his smooth, white forehead, and then
drew back, holding him at arms' length,
in order to worship him.

"Ernst, I know what you have done,"
she said, firmly. "I thank you for your
noblo intentions. But sacrifice for sacri-
fice! It is my turn now. Ernst, my own
darling, we must separate. I was bom
for you, but you wcro not bom for me.
Wo must end this engagement. I must
end it, or despise myself. I do end it. I
break it. You aro free. There!"

She tore herself away from him and
attempted to rush out or the room.

"Chanet! Chanet!" ho called, spring-
ing after her and seizing her in his arms.
"It must not po so. You aro the noplest
woman on earth. I worship you. I can-

not lose yon."
"Oh, don't.1" implored Janet, looking

up at him in despair, for he wastaxing
her almost beyond hexatiength. After a
moment, raliving alt-lt- e powe?-c- f hex
soul, she added; 'See'here, ErnstKIet'TLS
speak tho truth. Do yputave moQetter
than you love any oneelse?"

How could ho cruelty
to answer her "No?" He did what mct
gentle hearted men would liave done he
told her a pitying, self sacrificing false-
hood. Ee said, "I do."

Seo was too clear sighted to bo deceived,
and too high souled' to accept-a- tin will-

ing heart.
"Look at this Bible, Ernst," she con-

tinued, drawing from her pocket adittle
Testament that never quitted her. "Put
your hind upon it," and here, seizing his
fingers, she clasped them around the book.
"2ow tell me whether you love me better
than any other."

"You trifo me into a corner," replied
the artist piteously. "W elL I swear. I
swear that I resbect unt atmire you mora
than other human peing. Is it not
enough?"

1'Dg.vqu. iojfi NeiliT

--nne is soTuw-- no stammereo.
"Well, Bhe will soon be in lovo with

you," said Janet, with a last supreme
effort. "Tako her. Hake her happy."

She had been leaning away from him.
She now turned, with the revulsion of a
hillow, threw her arms around his neck,
covered his face with kisses and tears,
and then once more leaned back from him
to look at him.

"That is tho end of all between us," she
said, in a hoarse, deep voice, totally un-
like her usual utterance. "Henceforward
I shall do mv dutv, and von must help me

I do it. Ono thing never toll Nellie this:
it would darken her happiness. And now

good-by.- "

Sho dragged herself away from him, ran
down stairs, and locked herself in her
room.

"Mein Gottl" murmured Ernst, left to
himself. "I shall lose a heart worth den
tousand of mine. But it is petter. Sho
is wiser. I could not lofo her. I should
end by making her unhappy as now und
more so. She is wise for us poth."

Tho next day. to the astonishment and
annoyance of Nellio Fisher, but by tho
positive dictation of Janet Holcum, the

j two women removed from their lodgings
fo fi TmTi WiiWHnn" Vinnon 'I'horfl c

however, one good thing about tho change:
the boarding house had a parlor where
Mr. Hartmann could bo received with a
senso of spotless propriety; and, what
was delightful, he always had to bo re-

ceived by Miss Fisher, the elder cousin
excusing herself on pretense of business,
illness, etc. One can easily see that all
this had to end in a second troth plight,
and that tho parties to it could not be
other than Ernst and Nellie. It was
"petter;" youth must havo youth; love
must havo love. In these bargains .mero

i respect and gratitude aro not a fair ex
j chango for tho unreasoning, instinctive,

potent impulse oi tuo neart.
Almost tho hrst use that jellio mado of

her betrothal was to run down to Ernst's
studio; entirely, sho declared, to look at
tho now picture; but mainly, no doubt, to
look at the artist. She, too, liko Janet
beforo her, observed a chango in tho per-
sonages of tho littlo drama. Sho had
never known that her likeness had been

! obliterated, and sho did not discover it
now, lor it had. been restored in all its
beauty. But in tho face of ono of tho
principal femalo figures, a face which,
thoncrh not absolutely handsome, was

j sublimo with an expression of noblo and
tender resignation in this face, which
looked up to heaven as if it haddescended
from thither, Nellio recognized tho coun-- i
tcnanco of Janet Hokum.

"Why! you havo got in Cousin Jennie,
too," exclaimed tho delighted girl. "Oh,
you creature! you havo xiado her finer

j than me." ,

"I wanted to tignify tho bainting,"
said Ernst, simply, "with tho bortrait of
tho pest woman in the world."

"Isn't she!" replied Nellie, pressing her
faco gratefully against his shoulder. "I
am so glad you do her justice. I owe
everything to her. Oh! I wouldn't cause
her a grief for tho world."

Tho picturo having been sold to Moi- -

neau for tho largo cum of $7o0, it was de-

cided that Ernst's prospects of success
wcro ccod enough to justify marrianf.
and Janet ruled that Nellie must go homo
for that purpose to tho residence of an
old aunt in Connecticut.

Tho girl having departed, Janet felt
able to havo one interview with Harmann,
not with tho object of indulging in any
weak reproaches or bomoanings, but to
bid him a last farewell. She was going
to Ceylon, she informed him, as English
teacher in one of tho schools of tho
American Board of Foreign Missions.

"Ohl I wouldn't causr her a grieffor the
world.'1

"Oh, it is too far!" implored tho young
man. "If you must go away, let St po
still in this gountry. Thero i3 tho Frced- -

men's Bureau schools in tho south."
"People return from tho south," she

replied. "I must go whence I shall never
return."

j It was the only complaint, tho only cry
of despair that was uttered by this martyr,
at least in human ears.

When Stanley heard of .Miss Holcum'6
proposed departure he said to Ernst in
Burprise:

"l thought she was to bo your mis-
sionary. What! have you taken tho mit-
ten? Oh, you clever dogl You know tho
difference between an old maid and a new
one."

"Sec here," said the German, with
solemnity. "I do not want you, one of
my pest vriends, to desbise me, und I
want you to resbect Miss Holcum as she
ought "to be resbected. I will dell you
everything, und you must dell no one."

Before he had half finished his story of
tho broken engagement Stanley rose from
his seat, dropped his cigar and walked up
and down the room, rubbing his eyes with
liis hands just like an affected boy.

"By Jove'" he exclaimed, when the
ceased. "If sho wasn't in love

with you, I'd bo tempted to marry her
myself. She's not a chicken, and she's
not a beauty, but she's pure gold."

"She's a Lerfect ladv und a grand gen-
tleman in one," said E"mst.

Tho urgencies of tho board sent Janet
off to Ceylon before the marriage. Hart- -
mann and Stanley accompanied her a far
as tho Narrows, and then from the deck
of the tug watched her as sho leaned over
the taffrail, waving farewell to friends
and native land.

As tho lonely figure of this loving,
self sacrificing" heroic, sublime martvr
faded.f rom their sight the Amricanaul:
"God bless her!" And the German added,
with his eyes full of tears: "Sancta
Chanet, ora pao nobis!"

THE EfD.

"W-- 1I Cp in His Lesion.
Professor (of class in journalism)

Vhat id the difference between an edi-tori-

and an editorial paragraph? i

Student An editorial ia of the earn !

nature as an editorial paragraph, but h ;

larger, and doesn't havo 03 much to say.
Harper's Bazar.

A Perfect Lifeboat- - t

The field of invention is still open for a
perfect hfeboat. The Eoyal National
lifeboat institute reports that "medals '

were offered for a mechanically propelled
lifeboat, but none of tho various designs
received fulfilled the requirement."
Chicago Herald.

CaU Verm Babbits. !

Cat3 are found to be the best erterai- -
nators of rabbia in New Zealand. They
do great havoc among tho young ones,
and in some eections ecarcely a rabbit j

was to be seen.
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ddcc: rtaiMinM --ir? ot eci AMrva, v..-..-
,, wr

. RETALIATORY MESSAGE.

Two Great Republican Journals Condecra
tho Bombastic Document, and a Third
Iduchs at It It is "Bad Diplomacy

I and Good Politics."
' Tho New York Tribune says of Presi-

dent Cleveland's message asking for
power to retaliate on Canada:

A direct answer may be made to tho
president's message on the rejected treaty.
Ho asked for enlarged retaliatory powers,
on the ground that those with which ho
has already been armed are inadequate.
If ha had enforced either of the retalia-
tion acts ho would have been in a position
to decide whether they were or were not
adequate for the protection of American
interests. If he had availed himself of
tho legislation already enacted and had
found it insufficient, he would havo been
justified in recommending moro stringent
measures. As it is, ho simply begs tho
question. Having persisted in negotiat-
ing a treaty in opposition to tho ad-
vice given to him at his request
by tho senate in 1SSG, and having
systematically neglected to make use of
the retaliation acts, ho is not justified in
complaining that tho powers conferred
upon him aro insuliicient. Having
abruptly decided to reverso his entira
policy in dealing with Creat Britain and
Canadian corporations, it would have
been moro becoming if his message to
congress had been less defiant and ag-
gressive in tone. Hg has tried to havo
his own way and has mado a wretched
failuro of diplomacy. In submitting to
the will of congress, as expressed in tho
retaliation acts, meekness would havo
been a graceful virtuo on his part. Ac-

tual experienco from tho operation of
those acts ought to have preceded shrill
demands foradditionalretaliatory powers.

Tho New York Press says: President
Cleveland's messago upon tho rejected
fisheries treaty is by long odds the fun-
niest of tho many exhibitions of himself
which our Falstaffian chief magistrate
has ever given to tho public. For months
ho has been trying to scaro the senato
into accepting his diplomatic addled eggs
by referring to tho trouble ho could mako
under the retaliation act of tho last con-
gress. That schemo having failed, ho
now, without using any of those powers,
steps up jauntily and asks for moro
weapons with which to forco England to
act justly by us.

This, of course, is a retaliation upon
tho senato for rejecting his treaty. Ilia
heart was set upon paying tho stakes for
which Secretary Bayard played a game of
diplomacy with Mr. Joseph Chamberlain.
But the people and tho senato discovered
that tho latter used marked cards, and
would not chimo in with his scheme.
Therefore, President Cleveland asks for
additional powers of retaliation which
may bo so used as to bring about a war.

Tho senato is not likely to bo alarmed
by this thunder and lightning talk. Tho
presidential bluffer already has his boots
and belt stuffed with retaliatory revolvers
and sabers, and thero is a retaliatory
bowio knife down tho back of his neck.
He will not get into serious trouble if ho
gets-- retaliatory cannon cracker besides.

If ho wants retaliation acts, by all
means let him havo thv?m not this alono,
but as many moro as ho asks fur. Then
tho country will seo how quickly a law
can pass into "innocuous dosuetudo"
under an unpatriotic president.

Tho Philadelphia Press, after remark-
ing on tho president's peculiar policy of
using messages as campaign documents,
says:

Ho is defeated on his freo trade message.
Even ho knows it and hL party in every
doubtful stato has seen it for a month.
Ho tries a now tack, no starts a new
issue. Ho appeals to national feeling,
and ho ranks himself and his administra-
tion where an American executivo and
his cabinet should always stand in de-

fense of tho rights and privileges of all
Americans. But ho docs this on lines and
in a way to get all tho politics ho can oui
of it.

Continuing, Tho Press rays: This ia
bad diplomacy and shrewd "politics." It
may not bo worthy of an American presi-
dent, but it shows a keen sense of tho
needs of tho Democratic candidate It
risks much for tho nation, but it does all
it can for tho Democratic campaign. It
has been possible, as wo havo said ovor
and over again, at any timo before and
still moro after the retaliatory act of 1687
was passtd to put presuro on Canada
which sho could not resist and against
which Great Britain could mako no effect-
ual protest. This could be dono by simply
altering tho treasury regulations for tho
transhipment of Canadian goods in bond.
Ho has taken an international pose before
all tho world, defying Canadian lightning.
Suppose which is out of tho question
ho were ablo by this "vigorous" attitude
to get in a serious snarl with Grpat Brit-
ain in the next sixty days. What stork
in trado this weuld bo for a presidential
candidate beaten in August on tho ground
ho had chosen in December and shifting
tho Lssuo to a new field in tho last two
months of his campaign! What a chanco
to befog tho economic issuo between frco
trado and protection, on which tho doubt-
ful states are going ono way, and tho
wrong way, for President Cleveland, with
this new "appeal! But this will not do.
Mr. Geveland ha3 taken his ground. Ho
will havo to mako his fight on it

"Wlijr Tiic7 "Want American Trco Trailr.
Tho British export trado in 1883 was

109,000.000 le-- s than it was in 1673, ton
years before Tho steady decline in that
timo was duo to a great extent to tho es-

tablishment of protective tariff laws in
somo of tho leading nations on tho contl- -

nent. A similar declino In the ten years i

from 1SS3 to 1603 would practically de-
stroy tho forehjn trado of tho United '

Kingdom; licnco the eagerncsa of tho
British manufacturer to havo tho rich ;

markets of America tho lxsi la tho
world opened up to him. The loss on
the continent would bo more than recom-
pensed. ladir.napolla Journal.

Cleveland's "Rdorm" Showing.
' PostofSco thefts to nearly $1 ,000,000 la j

Chicago, extending ever wecia; a rob- -
bery in New York of $10,000. by an un- - I

known thief having a duplicate key, !

which ho has probably long1 taed; la j
postoSee theft here; a widespread inse-- ,

curity ia tea znaUs tccsc ro &u tea
natural, inevitable resUt cf tha cLeaa
ewecp made by President dcvelgad ia hs
postal service. PkH&dfphia Presi- -

Xrom tit Qsecs.
It is probably not cezerailj knows ia

thi3 country thai th quoea of risglarji
never sends her perzorJu eorrespoiiccsc
through tho regular mail ta her eafcjects
do. Every trivial ccsiiansicatiQa, whether
of a personal or a prirste nature, fa de-
livered at lu destination by a ica'
messenger. Qaeea Victoria i tha only
living BOTercIga who ladulgt ia thfr
little piece ct ezlravagacce at tha expens
of her subjects. Private and ualnportaai
letters from other poteatai tr teat liis
epistles from mcro ordinary aerula, c
post. 2ew York Truth.

IJctttI 2ectrical ITicctiroi-a-

A California paper esjs thtt a party
who ascended iiouss Lsssca. recently be-

came clectriSed. tho hair of their heads
standing straight out and sparxs of eke-trici- tv

f ring frcm the ends of their neees
and fmger3-- The phecsmeaca was oecsr-Eioa-

by aa electrical etcrm- - Chicago

GOING, GOING, GONE.

The Prophesied DcmocraUo Condition at
Present Pails to Confront.

The "condition that confronts us" is
rapidly disappearing. President Qove- -
land's pretext for startling tho country
with his freo trade messago wad tho
growth of an unmanageable surplus. In-
stead of being content to pay off tho
national debt, as Republican prcsidenta
had been, he questioned tho legality and

, expediency of purchasing of outstanding
' bonds, and converted tho accumulations;
, in the treasury Into a stding menace to

prosperity that could only bo averted br
recourse to free wool and "frco trade. E&.

declared that there would be a surplus of
$140,000,000 July 1 of this year, and that
the annual excess of revenues over ex-
penditures would not run short of $C0,.
000,000. This was "the condition," and la
order to reseuo tho country from the fatal
embarrassments of its own prosperity ha
proposed a revision of tho taria" as "tho
vicious, inequitable and illogical source
of unnecessary taxation." That revision,
on tho lines "presented by him was in-

stantly recognized in Englind as a move-
ment "in tho intcrst of tr trade Sev-

eral London journals hastened to assure
tho Democracy that under freo trado
thero never would bo any probability of a
surplus, largo or small Tho condition
under that theory, it was grandly prom-
ised, would no .longer confront tho coun-

try. But even without free trado tho
Democracy is finding-ou- t that the surplus
is. entirely manageable. A long session
of congress alone is required in order to
get rid of it.

A moro comical situation was never
known in American politics than tho
present plight of tho IcmocratIc party
respecting tho surplus. Last December
tho president portrayed the country as on
tho verge of indescribable disaster ia
consequence of that appalling surplus.
Every freo trader who addressed tho
house banked upon the surplus, figur-
atively speaking, in order to have Lis
drafts upon tho credulity of tho country
liquidated. Tho surplus has been tho
pretext for this entire campaign against
American industry. Meanwhile, tho
Democracy has been piling up appropria-
tions until thero Li said to bo an increase
of $C4,000,000 over thoso of last year, and
tho annual surplus of fCO.OCO.UW) haJ
dwindled to $1:1,000.000. Speaker Car-

lisle and tho Democratic leaders are at
their wits' end to erplaln how tho Milbi
bill, if allowed to become a law, can havo
any other effect than th- -t of creating a
largo annual deficiency in place of a ;.ur-plu- s.

It is their own theory that now
confronts them.

"Tho condition which confronts us"
having somehow mysteriously diup-peare- d,

zealous Democrats have variuua
explanations to oiler. Tho largest ui.d
noisiest faction says, "oxtravagnnt ex- -

' penditures haro exhausted the jnrplu3,
:ind the existence of u surplus mokes ex-

travagant expenditures inevitable; there-
fore, reduce the surplus." This a con-
fession of incapacity. A Democratic
president and congress cannot help belinr
extravagant and wasteful, according to
this view of the case, unituss restrained by
sheer iinpccunlosity. Starre n Demo-

cratic administration, and it may bo
economical; otherwise, it will waato ull
tho money in sight that is tho argument.
There seems to Ikj somo fonutbtloa for
this reasoning. New York Tribune.

GroverV Littlo Lamb.
Grorrr hml a littlo lamb.

Jus: like tbo uarsry matd;
With Einjltoh theur ho clipped Us wool.

And called tho laitb 'Tres Trad,'

Said Ororc, "Dan. Oarf mm dey.
When at tho lamb iv pcp,

Tlsat to our cure it grows to bo
A routing lri:tah stMtop.

The lamb t Into cati&res onca.
Ami lost iu precious wool:

tTb Democrats them cut It o(7,'

To please old Johnny ItulL

Ami whfji tbe tall rtefdoa rur.o
. Seid O rover. "Daniel. kr.
VTs'H bear uow from Umi l.ttlo tac.b

Which ooc vre luvtrt no Utn.r.

"I render If tbe totca bant prown?
I tbiak not, Dan, ton't juur

V chprxHl ft very ekw. you know
Ijr Esgta&d Uild ua to."

And K'btfe the presMitatttfil had
lite Hut lamb ia sated,

A hwkjCWbk Itfc erctoM ntracZr
Him Tory hard Wfeiod.

Ortei! Grow, "DesM. hut was that?
I'm an hrofceufi, I am;

Vi'aa i; a cyeione o lb jmapr '
"ifo, Urover, tM Uw IttoiU '

Titty bound a red Imadamta o
tho brniwd auJ Umrttmefat;

Ttar uteri to ,wbiver mxw of afaesr,
Cut cttMred h would be not.

And tlu UHy ralW litM h ia '

liifc lecn robbed little Uuab,
He found tbat it h&d iprown to ho

A Wj; protoction rem.

What made tbe lamb tmtt Ororarsor
Th cbiklrea jutiwi at Mb!;

"It ws becaure," ttm Umekn ttStT,

file robUxi ItoJ lw wool."

Aad net n nool (a all ttw Usd
Bor Orafw Uien wca sd:

fioch is tbe simple Uory of
Tbo lamb that UroTftr hui.

--7. crnirbrBnjh la Ircstoa, O., IlepsiUcta.

It JxyoU XJko loctaslRteccy.
Cleveland should drill bis ors&aa to

heap tuno with liis meaaacc. In tt'
document ho sakl tho as&occtnrar8 .t
America had had their own way lex
rnough, and they ought not 'l unwlt!
lag now to havo their rorclpta uzA nroC's
cut down through the operation of the trro
trado prindploa lie was proposing. Y-- t

hero are his brgsu. like Tho New York.
Commercial Adverttewr, contendUs tLut
tho practical effect of thoeo wua'j tw
trade principles would be to benefit our
manufacturer, IncrcRio their produc,
enlarge thir trado aad mako them moro
wealthy than ever beforol Ohio- - Btata
Journal.

An Ancient Xtenxan
Tho tpecches delivered by Sraator

Thnrman. on his trip to Port litrroa,
rmphasize trhat has s.11 aloagbcen fcaown
by his Colcmbca fneadn. The OH Ro-
man ia a rnaialiccncc. Ills dljcertatkma
oa tbo tariff tro not what might bo ex
pected of a politician of hhs character tad
reputation. They re deficient ia nothing

much aa argument. People vrtHx&l bfs
olicdtd en this quctioa even if th?-cb-

Is thrown by Judgo Thsraaa. Ohio
State Journal.

Tfcry BetliT.8 Tfeat Defeat It CrrUdn.
The admiaistratica has tut oao recog

sized crgsn ia New Yorfc. and tbo Iitcr
ci that crgza. U is eaid, bx declared that;
Ccsaecticut aad New Jersey aro already
lest to th Democracy, aad that 2rr
Ycrk, was rasro libdy to g? ficpuhlicaa
than Democratic; 7b admission is rati
particularly damaging to th Democracy
cy the fact that it voices tho fears st
cost cf the lecdlag nea of th psrt-- Bi.

Louis Glob Dgatocri.t.

Ho u4 t ;; k Walt.
"Dicieir
"T7ell. tin "
"Shall I deaeaae frfi tride la 37

letterT
"I fear that th& pop!o wSJ d?aouac

yea as aa a fcr a ehasgeahla Etecati7eS
you do."

"Ah, me! I wbh it were trxe:V groaia
Hro Qrover, as he Tito-e- a psssksabfU- -

"It w21 be ia November,- - eSghtd DssM.
bat so law that hi voice wsa Ujz ia tha
raahh) of Eire Grorer's pea across tha
pension b22, New Eruaswici, N. i.,
iradaalia. '

, v - an ." & . . jA.jt.fefcr-j'j- l
,.y t .oa. feuT a..
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